


white with heavy spray. From the tower stairs, to which we have all been 
banished, we can hear the sound of the sea. It is no longer a summer sea. 

Soon the clouds that have been moving in slowly all morning cover the 
sun. Even the incantations of Maya, the magician, attending the press 
conference with Ian Dallas, are unavailing. 

At three o’clock the sunshine returns. It develops that at sunset we are 
to shoot a new ending to replace that in the dining car. Meanwhile the 
helicopter dumps the dummy of Marcello into the water, fishes it out, dumps 
it back in, circling over us with a deafening roar. Finally the pilot lands to 
tell us that Sandi von Normann and one of the production secretaries, who 
had gone sailing in a small boat, are in trouble. The coast guard is called, 
and puts out after them in a motor launch. The launch is barely out of 
sight when the two drowned men turn up safe and sound, dumbfounded 
at the anxiety they have caused. 

Now all the actors are here. Nello apparently was right. It will be a 
kind of music-hall grand finale. All the actors mount the circus ring as 
Marcello spurs them on through his megaphone. Lights have been strung 
the whole length of the stairway, but the people are not on it. 

A magnificent sunset has left the sky all gray and red. Every two or 
three minutes a plane streaks out of the clouds over the sea, very low, 
making for Fiumicino Airport. A long pennant of red chiffon floats above 
our heads. 


September 29 The production staff is on pins and needles. The 
weather has turned against us just when we have to go on making outdoor 
shots to link the press conference with the second ending. But no one 


The press conference, with Luisa re- 
flected upside down on the glass- 


covered table 





